HO              QUESTIONS OF PRECEDENCE
which would touch me on the raw. I trembled to think that,
in a week's time, she might be publicly flaunting her relation-
ship with Hourtinat, or someone like him. It was a sure thing
that the Sons would never permit one of their number to be
made a fool of by a rustic clod, and that Harry Maucoudinat
would no longer be kept in that condition of blissful ignorance
of which only his peers could be allowed to enjoy the
fruits. Consequently, I reverted to the idea which, at first,
I had thought so wonderful when I had made up my mind to
delude Florence with an absurd hope. That idea had, at the
time, been utterly senseless, but now, seeing the state of un-
balance in which she was, her air of living in a constant condi-
tion of somnambulism, I persuaded myself that even the
crudest trap would catch her. After all, what risk did I run ?
Briefly, my plan was to make full use of Jean Queyries* physical
likeness to Augustin, which was so staggering that it alone had
been sufficient to make me find his companionship delightful.
In a few moments Jean Queyries will be with me. How can
I make that very down-to-earth young man understand what
it is that I require of him ? Even if he does, is it likely, that he
will be willing to face the fact that he is not to be loved for
himself, that in him Florence will be seeing a beloved rival ?
But lovers are strange creatures, and it may be that he will
take the bait. I regard him as a young man with an eye to the main
chance, whose feet are firmly planted on the ground. He is one
of those, or so I have always thought, who confound love with
ambition. "What he is chiefly after is to gain admittance to our
'world', even if he can do so only by the back-door. What I
have to do is to coach him in his part, and the only danger I can
see will come from Florence who may reveal the trick. I can hear
a footstep in die street. It is Jean's. He will be here in a minute.